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Abstract
I N THE blackness of the sidesiiect. a dimly lit sign danced over an open door. Skewing his
eyes and cocking his head backwards, Billy could just make out the words in the bluish glow—
The Blue Fox. Now. to him. thai seemed a hilariously funny name and he let out a whoop of
uncontrollable laughter as Al and Tom half-carried, half-dragged him inside..
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IN THE blackness of the sidesiiect. a dimly lit sign danced over an open door. Skewing his eyes and cocking his 
head backwards, Billy could just make out the words in the 
bluish glow—The Blue Fox. Now. to him. thai seemed a 
hilariously funny name and he let out a whoop of uncontrol-
lable laughter as Al and Tom half-carried, half-dragged him 
inside. 
"Shut-the-hell-up. Billy!" one of them hissed—he wasn't 
sure which one, but he thought it was Al. 
"Dammit. Al! What the hcll'd we have to drag him along 
for?" 
"Aw, com' on. Tom! Hell, he's never been down here be-
fore an' he might get some kicks ouita it. Besides, he's doin' 
all right an' not causing any trouble." 
"Doin' all right? Her. look at him! A couple more beers 
an' he'll be out on his as! If you think I'm gonna lug him 
back before I get to Cherry Hill, you can forget it!" 
Billy was barely aware of what they were saying. Any-
way. the way he felt right now. he didn't much care. He was 
still chuckling to himselt as Tom shoved him up against a 
m ^ 
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wall. Tha t was okay with him—what with the way the floor 
was rocking, he needed something to lean against. Slowly, 
as his head bounced lightly against the wall, his eyes adjusted 
to the dimness of the room. Through the blue haze that 
gave the room an ethereal, dreamlike quality, he saw that 
only two lights illuminated it—or at least he thought there 
were only two, but they wouldn' t stay still long enough for 
him to be certain. And, like the one outside, these were 
also blue, which reminded him of the name, bringing on an-
other fit of laughter. Rolling his head back and bouncing it 
off the wall once again, he noticed, in the bluish light, the 
livid and grotesque faces peering over the balcony. As he 
continued his rambling survey of the blurry, unreal scene 
before him, he became aware of the constant murmur em-
anating from all parts of the room. It seemed expectant, 
anxious and somehow alien to him. His happy grin faded 
as his muddled mind wondered what these unholy specters 
were mumbling among themselves and why. He decided 
he didn't care for this place, but, far back in the mists of his 
mind, he knew he had to stay. He wanted happy times and 
this place was dead. Maybe another beer would help. He 
turned, looking for T o m and Al, but they had left him to 
his own devices. Frowning, he was about to call Al when the 
whole place seemed to explode with a roar. 
Whirling around and almost stumbling over his own 
feet, he saw that those deformed masks in the balcony were 
all smiling and looking at a shadowy figure moving on to the 
stage below. As the figure, a woman, stepped into the light, 
another roar went up and from somewhere Billy heard a 
trumpet begin its brassy blare to the accompaniment of the 
rhythmic roll of a drum. He really never thought he'd ever 
see what he was witnessing now. Right before his eyes, he 
was watching a woman strip, and, although he could hardly 
see her through the haze, he felt the heat of a blush rise to 
his face as the first article fluttered from her hand. But, as 
the second and then the third floated into the outstretched 
hands of the audience, he became caught u p in the excite-
ment and soon joined the cadent chant that accompanied 
her every movement: "All the way! . . . All the way! . . . 
All the way! . . ." He wondered if she would. T h e poor 
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lighting and the heavy layer of smoke made it almost impos-
sible for him to see her dance clearly and he debated whether 
to try to get closer. He didn ' t want to make a fool of him-
self but . . . well, he'd never seen anything like this. Be-
fore he could make up his mind, the dance ended with her 
throwing her g-string to the hooting crowd just as the lights 
snapped off. He smiled. Well, she'd gone all the way. 
"Hey, Billy, wha'd ya thinka that?" Al's raucous voice 
broke into his blissful thoughts. 
"Uh, all right, I guess." He tried to be as nonchalant as 
possible, thankful the darkness hid his still warm blush. 
"Where'd the hell you guys go to?" 
"Uh . . ." Al glanced over his shoulder at Tom, who 
was sitting scowling down at his beer. "We're back here in 
the corner." He grabbed Billy's arm to help him through 
the maze of tables and chairs. But Billy shrugged off his 
hand. He found he could navigate the course on his own— 
a bit unsteadily, but without Al's help. 
By the time they reached the table, Tom was already well 
into his second beer. H e looked up and nodded stiffly to 
Billy, who slumped onto a chair. The table was off the 
mainstream of traffic in the club, and, as Billy looked toward 
the stage, he was disappointed to see that it wasn't any closer 
than where he had been standing. He was about to suggest 
they move closer when Al shoved a beer into his hand. 
"Don't let it get warm, Billy boy! Up an' down the hatch! 
We gotta go pretty quick." Al took a long pull on his beer. 
"Go? Where?" Billy frowned—he wanted to see another 
show. 
"Hell, you know, Billy!" Tom broke in. "We gotta get 
up to Cherry Hil l!" 
"Cherry Hill?" He wasn't sure what they were talking 
about. 
"Yeah, Cherry Hil l!" Tom's pudgy face broke into a 
sly grin. "Ya know, I don't know why they call it Cherry 
Hill; there ain't a cherry within miles of there." Chuckling 
at his joke, he took a long gulp of his beer. "Figure we'll 
stay for the next stripper, then take off. Okay?" 
"Yeah . . ." Billy answered weakly. "I mean, hell, yes! 
I was wonderin' when we'd get to one." He tried to sound 
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excited but his stomach felt empty and he found himself 
gulping for air. Could he go through with it? He had to I 
But he'd never been in one before. He wondered what he 
was to do once he got there—what the proper procedure was. 
Suddenly, the trumpet and drums began their earsplitting 
fanfare! Again the room vibrated with the expectant howls 
from the audience. This time a smaller and more attractive 
girl stepped into the light and began her rhythmic grind. In 
the dimness of the smoke-filled room, she seemed alluring to 
Billy—like one of those oriental dancers he had seen in count-
less movies. But, as he looked closer, he was struck by her 
features. No matter how sensuous her movements, no matter 
how loudly the crowd howled, her face remained impassive, 
a cold, emotionless mask. He glanced over at Al and Tom. 
They were both chanting along with the rest of the room, 
their eyes gleaming excitedly and their faces contorted into 
hideous grins of lust. Was that the way he should act when 
he got to Cherry Hill? He felt his stomach muscles tighten 
and his hands become clammy as he thought about what he 
had to do. He couldn't back out now! What could he say to 
the guys back at the base if he did? 
On the stage, the little stripper was continuing her dance, 
moving closer and closer to the edge of the stage. Suddenly, 
an overanxious American hopped up and tried to grab her. 
With a squeal, she jumped back and ran off the stage with 
him in close pursuit. Al and Tom, both almost doubled 
over with laughter looked back at Billy, and he joined them, 
but half-heartedly. Finally, they gained control of themselves 
and reached for their beers. 
"Well . . . drink up!" Tom's eyes were glittering in the 
blue half-light. "Time we got outta here!" 
"Yeash, man!" Slamming his empty glass down, Al peered 
over at Billy. "Ready?" 
"Sure! Let's get the hell outta here!" At least he sounded 
as ready and as excited as they were. 
As he lifted himself from his chair, he realized he was 
completely sober, but his legs felt weak, rubbery. He was 
glad they were staggering as much as he was—they wouldn't 
notice that his drunkenness was a pretense. 
The cab ride out to Cherry Hill was the shortest he had 
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ever taken, and yet, the way he felt, it also seemed an eternity 
of misgivings. He couldn't back out now! But he was taking 
an awfully big chance. Suppose he got a dose? What the hell 
would he do then? Looking over at his comrades, he noticed 
they didn' t seem too worried. Still, he was worried and as 
the cab slowed to a halt, he was almost so weak with fear that 
he couldn't climb out the door. But he made it and it just 
looked as though he was as drunk as he had been before. As 
arm-in-arm they tottered u p the stairs, Al broke into a rous-
ing ditty about the Corps and got them to join him. They 
stepped inside on the ditty's final resounding note. 
It was a bright, well-lit room they stumbled into—large 
and rectangular and devoid of any furniture but for a row 
of benches along the wall across from them. And there they 
were on the benches—silent and all staring at him, or so it 
seemed to him. 
"Well, there they are!" Al grinned. "Take your pick, 
Billy boy!" 
"Uh . . . yeah. Give me a sec to check 'em out!" Nerv-
ously, his eyes swept the figures on the benches. This was it! 
He had hoped Al or T o m would make the first move and he 
could learn from them. But evidently they were going to 
wait for him. He had to choose one of those girls, but which 
one? With their black, heavily lacquered hair, their exces-
sively darkened eyes, and their expressionless, overly made-
up faces, they all seemed the same to him—like those two 
strippers at T h e Blue Fox. It was strange, but at first the 
only difference he noticed was their robes. While they were 
all wearing loose-fitting robes, each one had on a robe of a 
different color or print. He glanced back at Al and T o m 
who were watching him in amused silence, gloating over his 
embarrassed indecision. Which girl? He could feel the heat 
of a blush rise to his face as he turned his eyes back to the 
girls. Surveying them again, he noticed that they all left 
their robes open wide enough to see what they had to offer 
—all but one, that is. Sitting in the middle, one girl had her 
robe closed tightly, and, although she looked no different 
than the others, she seemed different to him—almost inno-
cent. As his eyes met hers, she raised her eyebrows into ques-
tioning arches. 
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For a moment, he felt like a kid at his first dance. Gath-
ering his courage, he walked toward her. As her black eyes 
followed his approach, her expression remained blank. Why 
doesn't she show some feeling, some life? When he finally 
stood before her, she got to her feet slowly and, to his em-
barrassed surprise, she parted her robe, as if she wanted him 
to be sure. He fought to keep control of himself as he did 
what she evidently wanted him to do. He let his eyes lower 
to her exposed body—to her bare breasts with their youthful 
firmness and her lovely, rounded hips enclosed in sheer, 
flowered panties. Reddening, he quickly raised his eyes, and, 
meeting her inquiring gaze, he nodded. Without a word, 
she beckoned him to follow. How he wanted to run, but he 
knew Al and Tom were watching him intently. His mind 
whirling, he whispered a prayer that he wouldn't get cold 
feet. 
She led him down a darkened hallway and he followed 
meekly. Finally, she stopped outside a small cubicle, which 
like all the others they had passed had no door, only a cotton 
print curtain. Without thinking, he started to enter but she 
grabbed his arm and pulled him away. Confused, he turned 
to her and saw she had her hand out. Smiling weakly, he 
reached for his wallet as her cold, emotionless eyes followed 
his every move. His hands shaking, almost out of control, 
he fumbled with the bills until he finally extracted the 
proper amount and placed it in her hand. There was no 
backing out now! Holding the curtain back, she motioned 
him inside. He prayed again he wouldn't make a fool of 
himself. As he stepped in, he noticed on the small table be-
side the cot something that startled him. There on a lace 
doily stood an exquisitely carved crucifix. A Crucifix! He 
burst out with a hearty laugh as she pulled the curtain closed. 
